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tenderly flung a veil to protect from the frost, but the
trees stood out, dark and beautiful against the clear,
starry sky. The Church looked truly very fit for Oodss
house to-night. It looked so strong, so hospitable, so
invincible. It was only during the silent prayer that
I made up my mind to write this. I mean this year
to try and be a different person, and I wait at the end
of this Year to see how I have kept all the vows that
I have made to-night. So much happens in a year.
One may mean so well and do so little.

" I am writing this by the light of a tiny peep of
gas, and I have only got on a dressing gown. So
decollete. I am so tired, I think I must go to bed.
To-morrow is the first of January. What a wonderful
and what a lovely world this is. I thank God to-night
that I am."